














KIND TRUCK DRIVER 


Mrs. Krimmel was driving far out 
on a lonely road when one of the tires went 
flat. And she didn’t know how to fix it! 

She got out and looked at it helplessly. 

It was at least five miles back to the town 
she had just left, and she had no idea how 
many more miles it might be to the next 
one. 

Suddenly she noticed a huge truck bear- 
ing down upon her. It was coming with 
terrific speed, and she had to jump to get 
out of its way. The car shuddered and the 
ground trembled beneath her feet. For a 
moment she felt sure she was going to be 
blown over by the blast. 

“That silly, selfish truck driver,” she 
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fairly shouted. “Thinks he owns the whole 
road. What business does he have driving so 
fast, anyway? If I were a policeman, I’d 
haul him over to the side and fine him 
plenty. I’d take his license away, too, so he 
could never drive again, that’s what I’d do 
to him. The roads would be a lot safer if 
men like that were in jail. And now my 
tire. How am I ever going to get it fixed? 
Oh dear, oh dear.” 

A strange sound came to her ear and she 
looked up. To her amazement that sam 
truck was now returning toward her, | eps 
at considerable speed—backward! 

It kept on coming till it was within 
inches of her car, when the driver jumped 
out and ran back to her. 

“Evening, ma’am,” he said pleasantly. 
“Tire flat?” 

“Er, yes,” she said weakly. 

“Well, if you’ll hand me the keys so I 
can open the back of your car and get at 
the spare, I’ll see if I can change the tire 
for you.” 

In next to no time, or so it seemed to Mrs. 
Krimmel, that truck driver had jacked up 
her car, removed the flat tire, and replaced 
it with the spare. She fumbled in her purse 
for something to pay him. 

He straightened up, wiping his hands. 
“Oh, no, ma’am,” he objected. “There’s no 
charge. Just glad to do it.” 

And then she saw something about him 
she hadn’t noticed before. His arms were 
covered with huge blisters. - 

“Excuse me,” she stammered, “but is 
something wrong with your arms?” 

“Oh, it’s nothing,” he said. “Something 
exploded right beside me just a few minutes 
ago, and I was rather badly burned. I was 
rushing to the hospital to get some help for 
it when I saw you stranded here. Well, I’d 
better be going. ’By.” 

And without another word he climbed 
into his truck and roared away. 

Mrs. Krimmel sat in her car a long time, 
thinking. Finally she bowed her head over 
the steering wheel and whispered, “Dear 
God, please forgive me for being so qui 
to judge others. And—and please help me 
to be as kind and thoughtful as that truck 
driver.” 


Your friend, 


a Worrell 











When Albanus Died 
e for His Lord 


By ARTHUR WARREN 


* Gpunagigriee holding meetings are to be 
put to death.” 

“Hunt them out! Burn them! Destroy 
their books! Cast the Christians to the wild 
beasts!” 

It was back in the days of the Roman em- 
peror Diocletian, AD. 303, when the 
last pagan persecution fell on the devoted 
followers of Christ in the Roman Empire. 


Britain was at that time a Roman prov- 
ince, and Christian churches, with their lit- 
tle congregations, were already springing up 
in the land. 

In the Roman city of Verulamium, 
whose mighty walls rose about seven 
leagues from London, there lived in those 
evil days a kindhearted man named AIl- 

To page 17 


Albanus knelt before the executioner, willing to give up his life for the sake of Jesus. 
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The Wrong Mixture 


By IRENE 


ow Sunday morning after worship, 
Mother and the children planned the 
work for the day. 

There were dishes to be washed and dried 
and the house to be put in order. The 
chickens had to be fed and kept clean, and 
the cow had to be watered and taken where 
the grass was green. At times there were 
errands to be run. Of course, there was the 
garden to be cared for. Mother would write 
all the jobs on a piece of paper and the 
children would decide together which each 
one should do. They liked planning the 
work this way. 

“Then we know how much we must do 
before we can play,” they said. And if they 
worked hard, the work wouldn’t take very 
long. 

But sometimes the children combined 
play with their work. It was a bad mixture, 
for it made the work last a long, long time. 

One day Larry and Arthur’s work was to 
hoe the potatoes. There were eight rows, 
four for each of the boys. At first they ran 
a race and really had fun. They finished one 
row each and began another. 

But the sun shone hot and the rows 
seemed to grow longer all the time. More 
and more slowly the boys worked. Once 
Sandra brought them a drink of cold water, 
and that helped a little, but not for long. At 
last they lay down under a tree near the end 
of the row. The grass was green and tall 
there. When Mother looked out of the 
window, she could not see them at all. 

She waited a little and then she called. 


WALKER 


Two brown heads slowly rose above the 
grass. 

“Finish your work before you play,” said 
Mother. “The longer you wait, the hotter 
the sun will be.” 

“All right, Mother,” answered both boys, 
from the bottom of the tall grass. 

Half an hour later Mother went to the 
kitchen to look at the bread she was baking. 
She looked out the window toward the gar- 
den. No boys were in sight, but plenty of 
weeds were. 

She was disappointed. She had hoped the 
boys would have finished by now. They 
could have, easily, if they had tried. But 
their hoes were still leaning against the tree 
and she was sure the boys were still lying in 
the grass. So once more she called them, 
and this time she waited until she saw them 
going slowly back to their work. Then she 
returned to hers. 

The sun was really warm now. The ends 
of the rows seemed so very far away. The 
boys worked for a little while and then 
they decided they would have to stop to get 
a drink. After that they played with Tow- 
ser for fifteen minutes. No one knows how 
long they would have kept on playing if 
they hadn’t seen Mother looking out the 
window again. So back they went, and for a 
while they did better. They really got th 
second row finished. 

But the end of the second row was down 
by the creek. 

“I am just going to put my feet in the 
water for a minute,” said Larry. “I am sure 
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I can work much faster if my feet are cool.” 

Arthur thought that was a good idea, too. 
But the minutes lengthened into twenty 
as they sat and dug their toes into the cool 
sand at the bottom. They were so busy that 
they forgot everything else until they heard 
voices that they knew belonged to their 
friends, Donald and Mary. So they ran to 
the house to meet them. Sandra was just 
coming out of the house with her swimming 
suit. 

“My Uncle Dick says he will take us all 


a ee Diamond Lake,” called Donald, happily. 


“We'll go swimming and then we'll ride in 
Uncle Dick’s motorboat across the lake and 
back. Hurry and get ready.” 

Larry and Arthur rushed excitedly into 
the house. But then they saw Mother. “Is 
your work finished?” she asked quietly. 

“No,” answered the two boys, looking 
down at their bare feet. 

“Then you will have to stay and finish 
it,” said Mother. “You have had plenty of 
time. The weeds are getting ahead of the 
potatoes. Since Sandra’s work is finished, 
she may go. Perhaps Jerry and Janet can go 
in your place.” 

Then she turned to Donald and Mary. 


“I am sorry,” she said. 
“Perhaps the boys can go 
with you another time, but 
they must learn to do their 
work before they play.” 

“Oh, Mother, please,” 
begged the boys, “please let us go.” But 
Mother did not change her mind. 

“There will be another time,’ she said. 
“The weeds must come out of the potatoes 
today.” 

A few minutes later, two very lonesome 
boys watched sadly as Uncle Dick’s car 
drove off, loaded with happy children on 
their way to the lake. There were tears in 
the boys’ eyes as they picked up their hoes 
and turned back to their unfinished task. 

At the end of the long afternoon Sandra 
came running to tell of the wonderful time 
they had had. “We went swimming and 
diving,” she said, “and Anne’s Uncle Dick 
even let Donald and Jerry steer the motor- 
boat nearly halfway around the lake. I hope 
you can come next time.” 

“I think they will be there,” said Mother, 
holding both unhappy boys close to her. 
And Arthur and Larry were also sure they 
would be! 





Larry and Arthur thought it was much more pleasant to lie under the tree than to hoe in the sun. 











A FIGHTING CONVERSION 


By TASA MEADOWS 


=. a smirk on his face, stepped aside 
at the last moment, held out his foot, 
and George Benson went sailing into the 
gravel at his feet, scraping his arms and 
cheeks. 

He lay there a moment, and Butch 
watched him. Then George felt the mus- 
cles of his throat tighten, and his eyes be- 
gan to sting. He looked in the other direc- 
tion, hiding the tears that slipped down his 
cheeks. Butch smiled, turned, and walked 
away without a word. 

George looked up slowly, noticing for 
the first time the students who stood about 
him in a semicircle. Despite himself, tears 
were running freely down his cheeks, mak- 
ing long streaks in the dust and blood that 
covered his face, and causing his cheeks to 
sting sharply. Some of the students seemed 
sympathetic, but more were obviously 
amused. No one said anything. 

George stood up slowly and looked at 
the back of Butch as the older boy made his 
way casually across the playground. An urge 
to run after him and fight passed through 
George. But he repressed it, knowing he 
would only get himself hurt. 

Instead, he turned away, and started to- 
ward the boys’ rest-room. After he had gone 
a few feet, the students began to laugh, and 
a few called out names at him. But he said 
nothing, knowing there was nothing to say. 

His reflection in the mirror of the boys’ 
rest-room kept blurring, as the humiliation 
caused more tears to flow down his blood- 
stained cheeks. 

Swallowing, and. telling himself silently 
to stop crying, he wiped the blood and dust 
from his face with a wet towel. 

The cuts on his face were beginning to 
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stop stinging now, and after washing his 
arms and hands, he went outside. 

Many people lack the courage to be hon- 
est with themselves. But George did not. He 
admitted now that he was afraid of Butch. 
He was terribly afraid of him. In the first 
place he was younger and not nearly so 
strong, and in the second place he had never 
yet fought anyone. 

The only thing George could do was to 
show the students—including Butch—that 
they were mistaken in their opinion of Ad- 
ventists. 

But how was he going to do it, he won- 
dered now, as he stepped outside and 
started down the hall. 

Almost immediately he met Butch. 

“What's the matter, can’t you take it?” 
Butch asked, laughing. 

George only stared at him. 

“Did I hurt you? Real bad, huh?” Butch 
asked, but there was no sympathy in his 
voice. 

Unconsciously George took a step back, 
and bumped against the wall. He stood 
there, staring dumbly, almost blindly, at 
Butch. 

Suddenly he blurted out the words that 
had been running through his mind: 
“What's the matter? Why are you picking 
on me? What makes you think I’m stuck- 
up?” 

“Then you admit it!” Butch fairly 
shouted. “You're stuck-up! I'll teach you to 
walk around here with your nose in the air! 

“You think you’re better than the rest of 
us, don’t you? Sure you do. You think you're 
so high and mighty that you can’t even eat 
the food in the school cafeteria. No! You 
have to bring your own lunch. 


” 

















“The food served here might have a lit- 
tle meat in it, and you're too good to eat 
it! Well,” Butch said, and then doubled up 
his fists as he continued, “if you think you’re 
so high and mighty, you’re mistaken. You're 
just another kid—no better than the rest 
of us, and if you won't admit it, I'll 2 

George broke in. “I will admit it! I don’t 
think I’m better than the rest of you!” 

“Then why won't you do the things we 
do?” Butch demanded. 

Students had gathered again and were 
watching interestedly. Butch was standing, 
the muscles of his body taut with anger, 
his fists doubled so tightly his knuckles 
were white, his face a deep red, and his 
breath coming in sharp, quick gasps. 

“Answer me!” Butch shouted. 

George tried to swallow, coughed, and 
then answered, his voice high with nervous- 
ness. And somehow, though the words 
sounded all right before he said them, they 
sounded silly once they were out. But he 
forced himself to continue, pleading in- 
wardly that Butch would listen and under- 





stand. He didn’t want to be friendless and 
the object of ridicule. And school was get- 
ting to be just one long period of agony. 

“We don't eat meat because we don’t be- 
lieve it is good to eat meat. We go to church 
on Saturday instead of Sunday because the 
Bible says Saturday—the seventh day—is 
the Sabbath. But that doesn’t mean Advent- 
ists think they are any better than you or 
anyone else, Butch. Adventists just follow 
what they believe to be right. Like—like— 
you. Only we—Adventists and you—disa- 
gree on some points. But if you knew more 
about Adventists, then I think you would 
agree with them, that they 

“Huh!” Butch said. “You’d never get me 
mixed up with a bunch of noodle-heads like 
you Adventists! And as far as I’m con- 
cerned, I think you're all stuck-up, and I can’t 
stand any of you!” 

Butch turned and walked away, the stu- 
dents laughing, as they too turned and fol- 
lowed Butch. 

George was left standing alone in the 
empty hallway. 





Suddenly George Benson felt himself sailing through the air. Butch had tripped him again. 
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Choose to Do the Right 


By RUTH RUSSELL 


When Satan whispers in your ear, 

“There isn't anybody near 

To watch you take that bit of money. 

Take it now, it's easy, Sonny, 

Then pretend you haven't seen it." 
Tell him No, my son, and mean it; 
Choose to do the right. 


When Satan whispers soft and low, 

“Don't obey your parents now. 

You can do just what you please, 

Refuse to help them, take your ease, 

Be disrespectful, grouchy, rude." 
Tell him No, my girl, be good, 
And choose to do the right. 


When Satan comes and says someday, 
"You do not really need to pray. 
God will understand, you know, 
If today you let prayer go. 
He won't care if you do wrong." 
Tell him No, my child, be strong, 
And choose to do the right. 


When Satan whispers, tempting you, 

Jesus’ angels whisper, too. 

Will you be foolish, then, and choose 

To answer Satan, and refuse 

All the help that God will give? 
Say Yes to Jesus, child, and live. 
Choose to do the right. 








Except for a greeting before or after 
church, George had never spoken with the 
pastor of the new Westville church. Now, 
standing before a door marked PASTOR’S 
STUDY, George hesitated. He wondered 
what to say. His parents had left the day 
before on a business trip, leaving him at 
home to attend school. His aunt was staying 
with him at the present time, and George 
didn’t feel that he could discuss his problem 
with her. But possibly, he thought, he could 
talk it over with Elder Maxim, and get some 
help. 
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Now he knocked, at first softly, and then 
more boldly. 

Footsteps. And the door opened. Elder 
Maxim smiled. “You're George Benson, 
aren't you? Come in.” 

“Thanks,” George said. 

Elder Maxim closed the door, walked 
around his desk, picked up some papers, 
placed them in an orderly pile to his left, 
and then sat down. 

“Sit down, George,” he said. 

Nervously George sat in the chair acros 
the desk from Elder Maxim. 

“Something on your mind?” Elder Maxim 
asked, finally. 

George tried to think of the right words 
to tell Elder Maxim about the problem. 
But his mind seemed to go blank. He 
looked up. Elder Maxim’s eyes were blue. 
His hair was dark, and had a wave on one 
side. His face was long and thin, his fea- 
tures prominent. He was watching George, 
waiting. 

“Well, it’s like this,” George said finally, 
not knowing exactly how to begin. “At 
school, the kids, they don’t know much about 
Adventists, and I—I’ve been having some 
trouble with Butch—Butch Holiday. You 
see, Butch and I , 

“Yes, yes, I heard about that,” Elder 
Maxim said. 

George looked up in surprise. “You did?” 
he asked. 

“Yes. I was talking to the principal re- 
cently, and when I mentioned your name, 
he said you were having a bit of difficulty.” 

“Well—yes,” George said. 

Then he told Elder Maxim about the 
problem. 

“Evidently Butch has received the wrong 
impression about Adventists,” Elder Maxim 
said when George had finished. “I think 
that if he understood us and our ways, he 
would have an entirely different attitude. 
You shouldn’t take his insults personally, 
George, for he does not mean them per- 
sonally. It is just that he thinks he doesn’t 
like Adventists, and you are the only Ad-gi, 
ventist he knows, so he’s taking out ni 
dislike for the denomination on you.” 

George nodded. 

For a moment there was silence, then the 
pastor continued: “I think that we can clear 
up this situation if you want to.” 

It was more of a question than a state- 
ment. 

“I want to,” George said. 





To page 20 


























AS THE dragonfly darts by on transparent 
wings it looks like a tiny working model 
of a jet fighter plane. Up, down, and around 
it darts, in and out of the cattail and marsh 
plants surrounding the meadow pond. In 
the air the dragonfly reminds us of a modern 
jet plane as it sweeps by as fast as the eye 
can follow. In the water, before it becomes 
an adult, it swims as a nymph by means of 
exactly the same principle as the modern 
jet fighter plane, jet propulsion. 

The dragonfly nymph is an ugly, six- 
legged, broad-headed creature with a regu- 
lar scoop shovel for a mouth. This shovel is 
folded back under the nymph’s chest ex- 
cept when it wants to find food. Should the 
nymph be hungry, the scoop shovel is 
stretched way out in front of its body as it 
swims along. If a mosquito wiggler is 
spotted, it is immediately scooped up by the 
bulldozer-like shovel and quickly flipped 
back into the mouth for a meal. 

Many hundreds of mosquito larvae are 
caught and eaten during the lifetime of 
one dragonfly nymph. Several hundred of 
these nymphs are pretty nice to have 
around if the mosquitos are bothersome. 

The most interesting thing about the 
dragonfly nymph is not its speed nor its 
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Nature’s basketball player stops 
for a brief rest on a little twig. 

















By LESTER E. HARRIS, JR. 


Nature's Basketball Player 


tongue, but the way it travels. Man, proud 
man, pats himself on the back because he 
thinks he discovered the way to make 
planes shoot through the air without propel- 
lers by jet propulsion. Here is a tiny creature 
of the insect world that has been traveling 
by jet propulsion ever since God first cre- 
ated it in the Garden of Eden. 


The dragonfly nymph has a jet motor 
functionally the same as a jet plane. It con- 
sists of a long, hollow tube stretching from 
the mouth through the body to the tail. 
This tube is surrounded by strong circular 
muscles that are able to squeeze the tube 
just as a black snake squeezes a chipmunk 
to death by wrapping its muscular body 
around the animal and constricting. The 
nymph sucks water into its mouth and 
forces it through the jet tube. As the mus- 
cles all the way down the tube constrict 
one after the other they force the water 
backward at a faster and faster rate until 
finally it squirts out the rear, pushing the 
nymph through the water at a terrific rate of 
speed. 


As a basketball player the dragonfly is 
unexcelled in nature by all creatures ex- 
cept the bats and certain birds. This insect 
flys through the air at great speed chasing 
other insects, which it catches for food. In- 
stead of the ball being thrown into the bas- 
ket, however, in the case of the dragonfly 
the basket chases the ball. 


The six bristly legs of this ball player 
are bent in such a way as to form a perfect 
basket with the opening in front. The in- 
sect spots the “ball” and overtakes it in 
flight; then scoops it right into the basket, 
holding it tight while it bites off pieces and 
devours them. The basketball player has 
scored a goal. To page 19 
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Every time Torgy tried to make a sale, three bigger boys would press in and crowd him out. 


“I'm Going Back for More!” 


By EVERETT B. JOHNSON 


i AM going to work and make money. Then 
I'll have a bankbook and pencil sticking 
out of my pocket like Daddy,” Torgy made 
known to all who were listening. 

Big brother Sam thought otherwise. 
“Who'd hire you?” he sneered. “You're too 
little. You’d have to work all day for enough 
money to buy a sack of popcorn. Then you'd 
have to eat it to keep going, and you'd be 
right back where you started.” 

“I can make lots of money,” insisted 
Torgy, “and buy some raisins for Mommie 
to make pie.” 
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That afternoon Torgy talked it over with 
Mommie and Daddy. Since he was big 
enough, could he go around the block and 
look for work? Maybe two blocks? Some- 


body in one or two blocks he was sure@i) 


would have work for him. Mommie and 
Daddy consented, so he started out that 
very afternoon. 

He had just reached the sidewalk when 
a folded newspaper, tossed by a newsboy, 
sailed past him. That was it. He could sell 
papers. The newsstand was just two blocks 
away, so there he hastened. It was a busy 








place. Boys were bundling and _ sorting 
papers and chattering. 

His problem was how to get into the 
selling business. He didn’t have a penny. 
Yet the door to business was open wide. 
What plans could he offer to Mr. Ashton to 
get him started selling papers? 

As it happened, Torgy’s trouble was 
cared for without his having to say a word. 
Mr. Ashton saw him and asked whether he 
would like to sell papers. Torgy’s cheerful 


ook said Yes, so he didn’t have to say that 
ither. 


Torgy was logded with six copies of the 
Omaha Bee and was instructed when these 
“nial were gone to return and get some more. 

} Torgy was in business. He looked for 
smooth sailing and fast sales. But the rough 
ordeal which he encountered would have 
stunned many older and stronger hearts 
than Torgy’s. When he approached his first 
customer three rowdy newsboys, many years 
older than he was, crowded in ahead of him 
and took away his sale. He put up with this 
cruel treatment for block after block. A 
half hour passed, then an hour, an hour and 
a half—but no sales. Astounding as it was, 
under this punishing grind he did not give 
up. 

About this time Torgy walked up to me 
and asked me to buy a paper. I was just 
entering the Basketeria to buy a few gro- 
ceries. Up came Torgy with his sales talk. 
“Buy a paper, Mister? I only have six left. 
If you buy one, I'll have only five.” 

To my horror up ran those three tor- 
menters, shoved Torgy aside, and each one 
pushed a paper at my face, shouting “Buy 
from us, Mister.” Then they bragged that 
they had cheated Torgy out of all his sales 

since he started. Infamous as it was, it 

| seemed a glorious sport to them. 

“Boys,” I told them, “what you are doing 
is cheap and cowardly and cruel. You get 
moving, and fast.” I pushed them away, 
told Torgy that I did not want a paper, and 
went on into the store. 

I supposed that he would go on up the 

e Qe but in the store I turned and there 

was Torgy. “Won't you buy a paper, Mister? 

I only have six left. You buy one, then I'll 

have only five.” 

In came the three, large, ugly-acting boys 
to further harass the brave little salesman. In 
short order the store owner drove them out. 
Torgy was free at last to sell. 

I told him that I didn’t want a paper 








/ 


S| 


but gave him a nickel and 
told him that he could sell 
the paper again and make 
himself an extra “five.” 

Something about Torgy 
prompted me to ask him 
a few questions. Tears that had come out 
that afternoon had left trails down his 
cheeks, and then had hidden away because 
they knew their cause was lost. They had 
given up, but not Torgy. His little chubby 
hands were thick and purple from the cold, 
but they were holding on. It was then after 
five o'clock in the evening, already dark and 
very cold. 

I asked, “How many papers have you 
sold?” 

He said, “I only have six left.” 

I persisted, “How many did you start 
with?” and was taken aback with his reply. 

“I started with six.” 

“When did you start?” 

“This afternoon.” 

A long time for a beginner in the bitter 
cold, and with three cruel pests on his 
trail all the while! Not a paper sold, and 
still trying. It was hard to believe. 

While Torgy and I were talking several 
men became interested. Like myself they 
were seeing a real salesman. Six of them 
each bought a paper, and Torgy’s goods 
were sold out. I told Torgy to put his money 
way down in his pocket and keep a grip 
on it so as not to lose it. He pushed it down 
nearly to his knee. 

“Now are you going home to Mommie 
and a good warm supper?” I asked him. We 
were all surprised at his reply. 

“I am going back for more papers. The 
man said when I sold these to come back 
and get some more.” 

Torgy stood there a few moments enjoy- 
ing his good fortune. Seven big nickels in 
his pocket. A real nest egg. He could see 
the door of opportunity opening wider and 
wider. But he could not rest too long on 
his laurels. Even now valuable sales might 
be slipping away. He ran for the door, but 
when nearly to it he set his brakes and slid 
half the length of his shoes. Back he came. 

“Mister,” he said to me, “I want to thank 
you for helping me sell my papers,” and he 
was gone. 

When I get in tough spots I think of 
Torgy, and it helps me to get out. I am so 
glad that Jesus uses little men like him to 

To page 19 
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CAUGHT IN THE | 
* 


ENDY tossed her lesson books hur- 

riedly into her desk and could hardly 
wait for Miss Wilson to say, “Good night, 
everybody.” But when she finally did, 
Wendy was out the door like a shot from a 
gun. It had been a horribly hot day and she 
wished school would hurry up and be out 
for the summer, for it was no fun sitting 
with your blouse stuck to the back of the 
seat all day. Nor was it any more fun hav- 
ing perspiration trickling down the backs 
of your legs when you were trying to tell 
which was the subject and which was the 
object in a sentence! 

Wendy looked across the sky and noticed 
absently that thunderclouds were gather- 
ing for some kind of dark battle. They 
didn’t worry her very much, for that was 
how the sky looked almost every afternoon 
these days. Sometimes the rain would come 
down in torrents, and sometimes there 
would be hailstones that would fill every 
ditch and hollow along the road. Sometimes 
it just thundered with rumbling growls in 
the distance, and that was all there was to 
the dark clouds. 

She didn’t even care what today’s ending 
would be, because she had made up her 
mind during school that this afternoon she 
would go to Mrs. Franklin’s place for a little 
while before going home. Mother wouldn't 
mind, she thought, seeing this was the first 
day big sister Jean had gone to Mrs. Frank- 
lin’s to baby-sit and help with the house- 
work while Mrs. Franklin was ill. 

Then she remembered that Mother had 
told her not to go to Mrs. Franklin’s, be- 
cause she was afraid Mrs. Franklin had 
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enough to worry her for the present and 
wouldn’t want anyone else about the place 
till she got better. 

Then she thought she would just pop in 
and say Hello to Jean and hold the bright, 
chubby baby boy for a few minutes, and 
then speed on home. That way, she was 
sure, Mother wouldn’t know the difference. 

Jean came to the door when Wendy 
knocked. “Why, hello Wendy,” she ex- 
claimed. “Why did you come here after 
school? Won’t Mother be worried if you 
don’t get home in good time?” 

Wendy shrugged. “Seeing you won't be 
home tonight, I thought I would just like 
to drop around and say Hello to you. It’s 
going to be horribly quiet at home without 
you tonight.” 

Jean smiled. It was nice to think that 
sister missed her, but she could not be put 
off so easily. 

“Well, now,” she said, “you say that Hello 
and get moving toward home, quick!” 
Just then Billy wailed from his crib and 
Jean said, “Oh, I guess I must attend to the 
baby a minute. Like to see him?” Of course, 
Wendy wanted to see him. That had been 
a part of her scheme! 

“Oh, isn’t he the cutest, most adorable 
baby you ever set eyes on?” she burst out. 
“I wish so much we had a baby at our house 
just like him!” 

“If you had to take care of him when you 
wanted to play or read or talk to the girls 
over the fence, you might change your 


In the lightning’s glare, Wendy saw girls in th 
flashlights. “Il wish they would help me home 
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tune,” Jean told her. “Babies aren't all 
honey and roses, you know.” 

“But they mostly are!” protested Wendy, 
catching up the soft, warm little fellow and 
hugging him close to her. Soon Jean had 
his bottle ready, and she warned Wendy 
that she must go now, or Mother would be 
annoyed. But Wendy finally persuaded Jean 


to let her hold the baby’s bottle until he was 
through. 

She thought she had never enjoyed fif- 
teen minutes more than she had those she 
spent feeding Billy. As soon as the nipple 
of the bottle was in his mouth, he gurgled 
and smiled, and took a little time off now 
and then to kick and wave his arms, just to 
show Wendy how really happy he was. 

Jean came in from the kitchen, and her 
voice was firm. “Wendy, you must go,” she 
warned, and as Wendy was about to pro- 
test again, Jean held her hands to her ears 
and added, “It’s not a bit of use coaxing me. 
You have to go, and that’s that!” 

Wendy knew the game was up now, and 
might as well acknowledge the fact. 
“Good-by,” she mumbled, and vanished out 
the door. Jean went on about her duties, 
and for the time being forgot all about her 
little sister. 

“Hello there, Wendy,” called Kay from 
the front steps of her home where she was 
cutting out paper dolls. “Won’t you come 
in a minute and see my paper-doll collec- 
tion and all the pretty clothes I’ve made for 
them?” 
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“All right,” smiled Wendy, and soon she 
was cutting paper dolls too! Kay had just 
everything! Catalogs, magazines, and real 
paper-doll books—and another pair of 
scissors, besides! 

The time seemed to fly past, Wendy was 
enjoying herself so much. The sun slid be- 
hind the dark bank of clouds and Wendy 
didn’t even glance up. 

The paper dolls were put away at length, 
and Kay took Wendy out to the back yard 


to look at her white rabbits. They were 
beauties! Their pink noses twitched and 
their white whiskers wiggled all the time 
they chewed their lettuce and carrots. And 
occasionally one or the other would look 
up at Wendy and Kay with such big soft 
eyes that Wendy could not help loving 

them. 
“I must be going soon,’ Wendy an- 
nounced, for she heard the thunder begin 
To page 19 





TEEN-AGERS! HERE'S YOUR BOTTLE BAROMETER! 


Uncle Ben's Weather Station—4 


ove was crying so loud, Mother came 
running. 

“Bob’s taken my balloon and he won't 
give it back, and he says he’s going to cut 
it up,” Sue wailed as Mother appeared 
around the corner. 

“Aw, she’s just a selfish little baby,” 
sneered Bob. 

“Now, now, children,” said Mother. “We 
mustn't have this quarreling. You sound 
like a couple of wildcats.” 

“It’s all her fault,” said Bob. 

“We'll see about that,” said Mother. 
I want to hear what Sue has to say.” 

Sue wiped the back of a hand across her 
eyes to dry away the tears. “Bob took my 
balloon,” she sobbed, “and he says he’s going 
to cut it up.” 

“I see,” said Mother. 
have ‘to say?” 

“Well,” Bob began, “all I wanted was an 
old balloon she hasn’t played with for years. 


“First 


“Bob, what do you 
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I have to make an important scientific in- 
strument, and I need a sheet of rubber to 
form—er—a diaphragm to act as a flexible 
plate sensitive to—er—fluctuations in at- 
mospheric pressure.” He stopped for a deep 
breath, hoping Mother would be impressed 
by his big words. 

Mother was not impressed. 

“I don’t know what you're talking about,” 
she said, “but I do know I don’t want any 
more quarreling. Where did you get these 
fancy ideas from, anyway?” 

Bob answered that one quickly. “Right 
here,” he said, pulling a JUNIOR GUIDE 
from his pocket. “See, it shows how to 
make a barometer—that’s a scientific in- 
strument that tells you what the weather's 
going to be like—out of a milk bottle. 
And, see, you have to have a piece of a 
broom, and the rubber from a balloon. That’s 
why I wanted Sue’s balloon, but she won't 
give it to me.” 

“Now that gives me an idea,” said Mother. 
“You shouldn't ever take anything from any- 
one unless you give him something in return. 
Why don’t you promise Sue that you'll read 
her all the stories in the Little Friend for the 
next two weeks, if she'll let you have the 
balloon.” e 

“Oh, goody-goody,” chortled Sue, tears all 
gone. “Sure, you can have my old balloon 
if you'll read me all those stories,” and she 
kissed Bob right in the middle of his cheek. 

Well, that ended the trouble. In a few 
minutes Mother heard other noises—Bob 
and Sue laughing as they made the milk- 
bottle barometer together. 
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“Dick, Dave, and the TV Set" 





A FEW MORE 
ANSWERS 


Here are a few more of the 550 letters that 
came in answer to JUNIOR GUIDE’s problem, 
“Dick, Dave, and the TV Set.” 

Watch for another contest in GUIDE in a 
few months. 


WEAK AND STRONG 


DEAR SIR: 


Dave was strong, 
He resisted sin. 
Dick was wrong, 
And he gave in. 
Sincerely yours, 
JOE PARKER, Age 12 
Denver, Colorado 


HAS NO TV SET 


DEAR SIR: 


I am thankful my parents feel that TV 
has no place in a Christian home. For the 
few harmless programs we see on TV there 
are so many more that are not fit to be seen 
that they are of no value. TV can cause 
much damage to people’s minds, especially 
children’s. 

Yours truly, 
ROBIN COLBy, Age 10 
Bakersfield, California 


HOW TO CHOOSE TV PROGRAMS 


DEAR SIR: 


I have in my experience with Christ had 
like temptations. Psalms 34:14 has helped 
me greatly: “Depart from evil, and do good; 
seek peace, and pursue it.” 

Sincerely, 
VICTORIA BLISSERD, Age 13 
Myrtle Point, Oregon 


DEAR Mr. MAXWELL: 


At our home we often repeat Psalms 19: 
14: “Let the words of my mouth, and the 
meditation of my heart, be acceptable in 
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thy sight, O Lord, my strength, and my 
redeemer.” I believe Dave was trying to do 
what this verse says. 

Your friend, 

TEDDY Monr, Age 13 

Otis, Kansas 


DEAR MR. MAXWELL: 


My mother has had me learn these verses 
in Isaiah 33:15-17: “He that walketh 
righteously, and speaketh uprightly; . . . 
that stoppeth his ears from hearing of blood 
and shutteth his eyes from seeing evil; h 
shall dwell on high: his place of defence 
shall be the munitions of rocks: bread shall 
be given him; his waters shall be sure. 
Thine eyes shall see the king in his beauty.” 

Sincerely, 
DAvip L. Bubp, Age 11 
College Place, Washington 


SOLD HIS TELEVISION SET 


DEAR MR. MAXWELL: 


Dave was right. When we became Ad- 
ventists we owned a television. My dad 
made me judge the programs by Philip- 
pians 4:8: “Whatsover things are true, . . . 
honest, . . . just,... pure, ... lovely, . . . of 
good report; if there be any virtue, and if 
there be any praise, think on these things.” 
I sold my television, there were so very few 
programs which passed the test. 

Yours truly, 
LARRY FLYNN, Age 10 
New Bern, North Carolina 


WE HAVE TO CHOOSE 


DEAR MR. MAXWELL: 


I know Wild West pictures are exciting 
but a boy or girl must make a choice. If he 
wants to be good, Wild West stories will not 
help. 

Sincerely, 


JEANNIE Moorgs, Age 11 
St. John’s, Newfoundland 


THINK DAVE MISSED AN 
OPPORTUNITY 


DEAR SIR: 


Dave would have been a witness for 
Jesus if he had explained to Dick that he 
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couldn’t watch killing and lying. By run- 
ning away he lost maybe the only chance he 
would ever have for showing his friend that 
we shouldn't yield to temptation. 

Very truly yours, 

ROBERT A. REMPHER, Age 13 

West Fort Anne, New York 


GENTLEMEN: 


I think Dave was right and Dick was 
rong. However, Dave was wrong in not 
@ii:: Dick his reasons for believing that 
way. He left Dick wondering what was 
wrong with television. 
Sincerely, 
- HOLLEY MAGINNIS, Age 12 
San Francisco, California 


DEAR MR. MAXWELL: 


Dave was right, but he missed a good 
chance to witness for Jesus. He could have 
explained why he would not look at the 
program. 

Your friend, 


PHILIP Myers, Age 11 
Olean, New York 


DEAR MR. MAXWELL: 


If a boy insisted on watching the pro- 
gram, I would invite him to my house some 
time soon and try to show him why such 
pictures are harmful to us. 

Sincerely, 


JOHN JOHNSON, 
Silverton, Oregon 


When Albanus Died for His Lord 
From page 3 


banus, whose courage and fame have in- 
spired Christian youth through all the long 
centuries since. 
Under the cover of night there came to 
eo house of Albanus a Christian priest, 
seeking refuge from the persecutors. Al- 
banus received him with all hospitality, and 
day by day he watched his guest and lis- 
tened to the strange story of the Man of 
Calvary, Jesus of Nazareth. How strangely 
sweet was this story of the Son of God, 
coming down from heaven to die for sinful 
men! The words of the Christian sank deep 


into his heart, and Albanus yielded to his 
Lord. What matter if the governor had 
issued a warrant for the man’s arrest! Al- 
banus would protect him. 

But not long could the Christian priest 
be hidden. The search party was already 
clanging along the streets by the peaceful 
River Ver, and the city was not large. Soon 
the fugitive was traced to the house of Al- 
banus. 

A man in the dress of the missing priest 
answered their stern summons and gave 
himself up. A man in the dress of the priest 
walked with the guards to the presence of 
the governor of Verulamium. 

But it was not the priest. 

It was Albanus. 

In that hour of danger he had decided for 
Christ. He would show His spirit by pro- 
tecting His hunted follower—would follow 
Him even unto death. 

The governor questioned Albanus. Was 
it true that he was a Christian? Would he 
sacrifice to the Roman gods? If he would 
sacrifice to them, he would only be fined. A 
very little, a very reasonable thing, the new 
convert might have argued. Would he 
yield? 

No! Never! 

The governor spoke a word of command, 
there was a tramp of feet, and the soldiers 
led Albanus away. 

Down the street they marched him, over 
that peaceful stream, by the path now called 
the Abbey Mill Lane, up the green hill, to 
the place of execution. 

Albanus knelt down to die by the ex- 
ecutioner’s sword. By some it is said that 
the executioner dropped his weapon, and 
declaring himself also a Christian, was put 
to death with the condemned one. 

Not in vain did Albanus die. When those 
fierce days of persecution were passed, many 
remembered his courage and avowed them- 
selves Christians too. They built a church 
on the hallowed spot where he died; and 
after the church, a cathedral, where the bells 
now ring out their call to worship his 
Christ. 

The old Roman city of Verulamium has 
slept under the growing corn and springing 
grass for many a long century. But the bells 
of St. Alban’s Cathedral still ring out their 
challenge to youth to be loyal and true to 
their God, as was England’s first brave 
martyr. 
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Storybooks he 


about 


SEND 


YOUR ANIMALS 


ORDER 
TODAY 


RACKY, by May Lemmon 


A teacher’s pet that was always in good and regular standing 
with the pupils. This story of a cuddlesome little raccoon is 
an outstanding animal tale. Illustrated by Harry Baerg. Cloth- 
bound. Price, $2.00 





RINGTAIL, by Paul S. Haughey 


Besides the absorbing story of Ringtail, the raccoon, there are 
fifteen other fascinating stories for boys and girls—Frisky, the 
college squirrel; Badgie, the bachelor; and all the interesting 
animal friends of the Haughey family. Get your copy and get 
acquainted with them all. Illustrated by Clyde N. Provonsha. 
Clothbound. Price, $2.00 


Ringfail | 


. 





| Church missionary secretary, or : r ) 


| Book and Bible House Name See ee eto cae ae | 
Please send me 
| copies RACKY at $2.00 Address Sn wonenannen- : | 
copies RINGTAIL at $2.00 . 
| Add tax where necessary. Add 10 cents a | 
| postage for first book, 5 cents for each 


additional book. State 3 | 


| Total enclosed $ os _| 


“I’m Going Back for More!” 
From page 11 


teach us many big lessons: How to be good, 
how not to be bad. How not to hate, but to 
be kind to those who do us wrong. In short, 
how to be happy in the rough places. I 
want Jesus to help me have a good, clean, 
honest heart like Torgy’s, don’t you? 

P.S. I hope, too, that he got the raisins 
for his pie! 


Nature’s Basketball Player 
From page 9 


The dragonfly of the Bible was a creature 
of marvelous beauty and size in comparison 
with our little insect’s wings, which barely 
spread out more than six inches. The drag- 
onfly of Adam and Eve's day probably had a 
wingspread of two feet. What a gorgeous 
creature it must have been with its big trans- 
parent, shining wings, with their network of 
veins reflecting all the colors of the rainbow 
as it flew above the beautiful rivers and lakes 
of the Garden of Eden. 

If you and I lead a sin-free life, we may 
enjoy such beauties in the new earth with 
Adam and Eve. 


Caught in the Storm 
From page 14 


to rumble. “It will be dark soon and I'll 
need at least fifteen minutes to get home, 
even if I go the short way through Keller’s 
field and along the dirt road: I shouldn't 
have stayed so long, Kay, but I’ve had a 
wonderful time.” 

Kay’s mother was in the kitchen, busy 
getting dinner ready. There were good 
smells coming from the kitchen and Wendy 
wished she were home, because there would 
e good smells at home, too. As she and 
ay went to the front gate, Kay said, “Oh, 
wait just a minute, Wendy. You simply 
must see my dolls before you go. It won't 
take a minute. They are just adorable, and I 
am getting quite a collection, you'll see.” 

Wendy looked anxiously at the sky. A 
wind had sprung up from nowhere, and the 
thunder was rumbling closer. There were 
streaks of lightning in the sky, too, and 





Wendy was beginning to feel uneasy. But 
she wanted to see the dolls so much that 
she consented to stay “just a minute.” 

Once inside, the “just a minute” stretched 
and stretched. Wendy felt secure and cozy 
there, and because they had gone in the 
front door to get to Kay’s bedroom, Kay’s 
mother didn’t know she was in the house, 
and did not come to send her home. 

The dolls were so beautiful, Wendy was 
reluctant to admit—about an hour later— 
that night had fallen on the world, and a 
very unpleasant night it was. Darkness 
seemed to swallow her up when Kay opened 
the front door, and the next minute a vivid 
flash of lightning lit up the country in an 
eerie, wavering glow. 

“You can’t go home in this all by your- 
self,” protested Kay. “You just can’t. 
Father will be in soon, and he can drive 
you home.” 

“It’s nothing, Kay.” Wendy tried to 
sound brave. “I'll be all right. Honest I will. 
You don’t need to worry your father. He 
will think I should have been home long 
ago. You go in now, and I'll hurry.” 

But once away from the comfort of Kay’s 
house, the story was different. Wendy 
found she wasn’t half as brave as she wanted 
Kay to believe she was. 

The blustering wind seemed to fill the 
whole night. Masses of ragged clouds 
showed weird and gloomy every time the 
lightning flashed. When there was light- 
ning to guide her, she stepped forward, 
but the moment it was gone she had to 
stand still, shivering and forlorn, unable to 
see where to go and wondering why she 
had gotten herself into such a predicament. 

Should she go back to Kay’s house? Oh, 
no, never! She wouldn’t want Kay to think 
her a baby, and she did not want Kay's 
mother and dad to know she had stayed 
away from home without permission. 

Tears began to choke her, but remember- 
ing that it wasn’t any use to feel sorry for 
herself, she began to pray that God would 
forgive her for being so foolish and dis- 
obedient, and that if He would send some 
help to get her home out of the storm, she 
would never stay away again without asking 
Mother first. She bent her head to the wind 
and ‘large spatters of rain slapped her 
cheeks. This did not improve matters at all. 
And Wendy wondered how. God could an- 
swer her prayers now, for no one would 
want to be out on such a night. But she 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


lf you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Joyce Casper, age 16. 3033 Inkster Road, Inkster, 
Michigan, U.S.A. Roller skating, ice skating, cooking. 

Lila Garel, age 16. 2808 Goodrich Street, Fern- 
dale 20, Michigan, U.S.A. Cooking, reading, singing, 
piano. 

Sylvia Royster, age 13. 3738 Stockton Street, De- 
troit, Michigan, U.S.A. Roller skating, biking, sing- 
ing. 

John Spencer, age 15. 4068 Blaine, Detroit, Michi- 
gan, U.S.A. Violin, singing, reading, outdoor sports, 
riding horses, ice skating, skiing. 

Diana Cachero, age 12. 3329 Michigan, Kansas 
City, Missouri, U.S.A. Baby sitting, trumpet, swim- 
ming, baseball. 

Linda Barker, age 12. 1906 Ash, Independence, 
Missouri, U.S.A. Baby sitting, French horn, baseball. 

Linda Saunders, age 11. 900 East Main, Blue 
Springs, Missouri, U.S.A. Swimming, baseball, baby 
sitting, piano. 








prayed anyway, and hoped God would ac- 
cept her repentance. 

Just as she reached Elkings’ gate, the 
door of their house opened and out stepped 
Hazel and Phyllis Elking, all dressed in 
rain clothes. Wendy stood still, wondering 
what the girls would think if they found 
her there. She could not run, for the light- 
ning provided light for only a little time, 
and then she would be so blinded by the 
light that she would not be able to move 
an inch. Then, just as she could get going, 
there would be another flash of lightning 
and the girls would be bound to see her. 

Hazel stumbled on something soft and 
warm in the darkness and she let out a ter- 
rified scream. Then the lightning shone and 
she saw the humiliated Wendy looking up 
into her face. “Wendy, for pity’s sake,” she 
exclaimed, “what are you doing out by your- 
self on a night like this?” 

Wendy told what had happened. Phyllis 
said, “You just can’t go all that way by your- 
self!” Fishing in her raincoat pocket’ she 
pulled out her flashlight and announced, 
“Hazel and I will take you home, and, you 
little silly, see that this never happens to 
you again.” 
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Wendy was sure it wouldn’t. God had 
sent someone to pilot her home because 
she had prayed, and she had also promised, 
and she would keep her word. 

With two companions the way seemed 
very much easier. The older girls laughed 
and chatted, and presently they saw another 
light in the storm. 

Wendy’s mother had come to look for 
her! 

Wendy was sure she would be punished, 
but she had never been so glad to see he® 
mother in all her life! 

Mother took the wet, clammy hand she 
offered her, and thanked Phyllis and Hazel 
for what they had done. 

As soon as the girls were out of hearing, 
Wendy told her mother how she had spent 
the afternoon, and that it had become dark 
and stormy before she realized what was 
happening. And she told her how she had 
prayed to God to forgive her and send some- 
one to help her, and of her promise to God. 

Mother told Wendy, “It is a solemn thing 
to make a promise to God when you are 
in difficulty, and anyone who does so has a 
very great responsibility to God in fulfilling 
that promise. You will be careful to re- 
member this promise you have made, won't 
you?” 

And Wendy always did. 


A Fighting Conversion 
From page 8 


Then Pastor Maxim outlined the plan. 
George frowned. He was afraid to go 
through with it. Pastor Maxim suggested 
that they pray, and George, for a moment, 
was embarrassed. But then the embarrass- 
ment faded, and they prayed together. 

As George walked up to the school next 
morning, he saw Butch. Butch glanced up 
and met George’s eyes, and then, laughing, 
Butch turned away. 

Fighting against the impulse to disregar 
the minister's plan, George followed Butch. 
Praying a quick prayer, and pushing against 
unwilling muscles, he stepped up to Butch 
and spoke. 

His voice was high and tense with nerv- 
ousness; his cheeks were flushed; his 
breath seemed difficult to control. “Butch— 
I'd like to—well, explain something to you, 
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and ask you to do me—a—a small favor.” 

Butch turned, frankly startled. Then he 
laughed. “You want to ask me to do you a 
favor?” 

George nodded. 

“O.K., what is it?” Butch asked. 

“I'd like you to see someone—with me.” 

“Who?” Butch demanded. 

George was afraid Butch was going to 
laugh again, so he spoke quickly. “The pas- 

rt of our church. Elder Maxim. I'd like you 


to 
6 meet him—you'd like him—and talk to 


im. I've tried to explain some of the 
church’s beliefs to you, but I’m afraid I 
haven’t been too successful. Maybe if you 
saw him #4 

“Are you kidding?” Butch said finally. 
“You want me to talk to a—a preacher?” 

George nodded. 

Something warned him to step back. The 
fist missed him only by inches. “Listen kid,” 
Butch said, angry. “I’m not talking to any 
preacher, understand? Don’t try that on me. 
You just mind your own goody-goody busi- 
ness, and don’t start trying to preach to me. 
Now run before I really hit you!” 

George stared at Butch, wondering what 
had gone wrong. Then he turned and 
started away, an expression of discourage- 
ment on his face. 

George had taken only two steps before 
Butch’s foot caught his leg, and he sprawled 
on the ground. 

Butch laughed and left, leaving George 
where he had fallen. 

George sat up and stared after Butch, be- 
wildered and hurt. He had meant well. 

Then, silently, he prayed for God to tell 
him how he could make Butch—and the 
other students—understand that he wanted 
to be friends. 

He stood up, brushed the dust from his 
clothes, and started back to the classroom, 
wondering what he was going to do, but 
certain that somehow God would guide him 
to the solution of the problem. 





‘ (To be concluded) 














You may look up the texts in your Bible to find 
the answers, then check with the answers below. 


Bible Step 
By OLLIE JAMES ROBERTSON 


1. A word that means “before.” (John 4:49.) 

2. Dirty old clothes. (Isa. 46:6.) 

3. Where the Midianites took Joseph after buying 
him from his brothers. (Gen. 37:28.) 

4. Small vegetable, round and green. 

5. A daughter of David. (2 Sam. 13:1.) 

6. Methuselah is remembered because of his 
" (Gen. 5:27.) 

“7. Sea. ‘that the —" . Israel crossed on their 
way out of Egypt. (Ex. 
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COVER PICTURE by H. A. Roberts. Story 
illustrations not otherwise credited are by 
John Gourley. 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 
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Vill—God's People Keep the Law and the Sabbath® 


(MAY 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


READ THE LESSON TEXT: Isaiah 56:1-8. 

LEARN THE MEMORY VERSE: “Blessed is the 
man... that keepeth the sabbath from polluting 
it, and keepeth his hand from doing any evil” 
(Isaiah 56:2). 


READ THE GUIDING THOUGHT. 
Guiding Thought 


God's true church has always kept the law of 
God, including the fourth commandment. It 
was the keeping of the Sabbath that distinguished 
the Jewish nation from the surrounding nations. 
The keeping of the Sabbath was a demonstration 
to the world that they worshiped and served the 
Creator. Those who keep the Sabbath holy do so 
because their own lives are holy. It is no wonder, 
therefore, that Satan has tried to destroy the 
Sabbath, not only by getting men to disregard it, 
or to replace the true Sabbath with a false one, 
but by burdening it, as the Pharisees did, with 
impossible regulations. Isaiah calls our attention 
to true Sabbathkeeping—the kind of Sabbath- 
keeping that brings joy and happiness, and that 
brings a reward in this life and in the life to 
come. 

SUNDAY 


Christ and the Law 


1. Find Isaiah 33:22. 


What is the second of the three names that 
Isaiah gives to the Lord in this verse? 


2. Find Isaiah 42:21. 


What did Isaiah prophesy about Christ and 
the law? 

3. Find Matthew 5:17, 18. 

What did Christ Himself say about the law? 

NoTE.—‘Jesus had come to ‘magnify the law, 
and make it honourable.’ He was not to lessen 
its dignity, but to exalt it. The scripture says, 
‘He shall not fail nor be ae till He have 
set judgment in the earth.’ Isa. 42:21, 4. He had 
come to free the Sabbath from those burdensome 
requirements that had made it a curse instead of 
a blessing."—The Desire of Ages, p. 206. 

For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
pp. 466, 467, par. 1. 
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MONDAY 


Special Blessings for Those Who Keep the Sab- 
bath 


4. Find Isaiah 56:2. 


What does Isaiah say about the one who keeps 
the Sabbath? 


5. Find Mark 2:23-26. 


What incident led the Pharisees to accuse 
Jesus of breaking the Sabbath? 


6. Read verses 27, 28. 
What did Christ say about the Sabbath? 


NOTE.—'The Jewish leaders accomplished 
the will of Satan by surrounding God's rest day 
with burdensome requirements. In the days of 
Christ the Sabbath had become so perverted that 
its observance reflected the character of selfish 
and arbitrary men rather than the character of the 
loving heavenly Father. The rabbis virtually 
represented God as giving laws which it was 
impossible for men to obey. They led the people 
to look upon God as a tyrant, and to think that 
the observance of the Sabbath, as He required it, 
made men hardhearted and cruel. It was the work 
of Christ to clear away these misconceptions. 
Although the rabbis followed Him with merciless 
hostility, He did not even appear to conform to 
their requirements, but went straight forward, 
keeping the Sabbath according to the law of 
God.”—The Desire of Ages, p. 284. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p 
288, pars. 1, 2. 
TUESDAY 


A Special Blessing for New Sabbathkeepers & 

7. Find Isaiah 56:6. 

What mention does Isaiah make of those 
who join the children of God and keep the Sab- 
bath of the Lord? 

8. Read verse 7. 


What special welcome and blessing is promised 
those who have surrendered their old ways to 
keep God’s commandments and observe the true 
Sabbath? 





NoTE.—"“Here is foreshadowed the gathering 
in of the Gentiles by the gospel. And upon those 
who then honor the Sabbath, a blessing is 
pronounced. Thus the obligation of the fourth 
commandment extends past the crucifixion, res- 
urrection, and ascension of Christ, to the time 
when His servants should preach to all nations 
the message of glad tidings.’—The Great Con- 
troversy, p. 451. 


WEDNESDAY 


The Sabbath a Delight 
9. Find Isaiah 58:13. 


a é How does God want us to look upon the Sab- 
ath? 








10. Read verse 14. 
What reward will come to those who de- 
light in the Sabbath? 


NoTE.—"All who love God should do what 
they can to make the Sabbath a delight, holy and 
honorable. They cannot do this by seeking their 
own pleasure in sinful, forbidden amusements. 
Yet they can do much to exalt the Sabbath in 
their families and make it the most interesting 
day of the week.’—Child Guidance, p. 536. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
288, par. 3. 


THURSDAY 


Sabbath Joys in the New Earth 


1l. Find Isaiah 66:23. 


What are we told about keeping the Sabbath 
in the new earth? 


12. Find Isaiah 61:11. 
How universal will be praise to God? 


NOTE.—‘“When there shall be a ‘restitution 
of all things, which God hath spoken by the 
mouth of all His holy prophets since the world 
began’ (Acts 3:21), the creation Sabbath, the 
day on which Jesus lay at rest in Joseph’s tomb, 
will still be a day of rest and rejoicing. Heaven 
and earth will unite in praise, as ‘from one 
Sabbath to another’ (Isa. 66:23) the nations of 
the saved shall bow in joyful worship to God and 
the Lamb.’ —The Desire of Ages, pp. 769, 770. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
283, pats. 2, 3. 


FRIDAY 


WHO is Lord of the Sabbath? 

FOR WHOSE benefit was it made? 

How are we to regard the Sabbath? 

FOR HOW LONG will the Sabbath be kept? 


When fathers go to church with their children, Sabbath is the happiest day in all the week. 
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DOUGLAS CROCKWELL, ARTIST 








GREAT POETS—3 





Lv) 


AMERICA'S 
FIRST FAMOUS 


BI RYANT, ONE OF AMERICAS FIRST POETS, 
WAS A COUNTRY BOY: - THE SONOFA 


RURAL DOCTOR: - HE KNEW THE ALPHABET 
BEFORE HE WAS TWO AND AT FOURTEEN ,HE 
HAD ALREADY HAD SEVERAL PATRIOTIC POEMS 
PRINTED IN NEWSPAPERS: - WHE HE WAS 
TWENTY HE WROTE THE FAMOUS POEM 
“THANATOPSIS¢” 

BRYANT BECAME EDITOR, OF THE- 
“NEW YORK EVENING Post” THE NEWSPAPER, 
\S STILLPUBLISHED TO-DAY -- DURING THE 
Fie tY-TWO YEARS THAT HE HELD THAT 
POSITION, HE WROTE ABOUT THE AD— 
MINISTRATIONS oF TWELVE PRESIDENTS ! ite 

BRYANT HAD A REMARKABLE MEMORY: 
WHILE ON OCEAN TRIPS, HE WAS TOO Sick 
TO READ: - - HE WOULD SPEND HOURS RE- 
CITING— PAGE AFTER PAGE OF POETRY 
FROM MEMORY - . . 


& 











BORN 1794 IN CUMMINGTON, MASS.—DIED 1878 IN NEW YORK CITY 


Reprinted by permission from Illustrated Minute Biographies by Samuel Nisenson and Wil- 
liam A. DeWitt, copyright 1949 and 1953, published by Grosset and Dunlap, Inc., New York, 
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